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Payback. 


Author's Notes: 
It was originally a sort of followup for my other fic ‘In the Beginning’. But after a brush up | thought it could 


stand on its own. | hope you agree. 


Sonisphere was hard. Lars had failed to mention the fact that Dave would be there when I'd agreed we could 
do it, there was no turning back. The contract had been signed. 


My stomach roiled, when would | bump into him? When would | have to see his face again? Would it hurt 
seeing him again? 


That was one good thing about just kicking him out. It was a clean cut. He was gone and that was that. | got on 
with my life and he got on with his. | was happy when | found out he was doing okay, of course | fucking was. 
He has a raw talent for what we do, like its hardwired into his brain. 


But | couldn't help the clawing jealousy. After all those years, | still wanted Dave. | felt like | physically needed 
the man. That was easily solved by alcohol and lots of it. Sonisphere though, | was dry, rehab set me straight. 


| had a family to think about, | couldn't let them down by relapsing again. It was still so hard. Guilt weighed on 
my shoulders, | love my family endlessly, yet why were they only *just* enough to stop me putting a bottle 
to my lips? 


Dave. That's fucking why. 


He scrambles my head. | feel like I'm the old me around him. Angry. My fists itching to punch, my throat dry 
and begging for just a drop of alcohol. Hands wanting to grab, to push, to feel. 


That's how | felt sitting backstage one night. Metallica and Megadeath, kings of thrash metal, power, skill, rock 
star mindset.sitting at a table having a quaint cup of fucking tea for the sake of my dwindeling willpower. It 
was humiliating, | felt so weak. Lars was yapping, Robert was laughing it up with junior, Kirk was being polite. 
Everyone else was just fine. Dave met my eye a few times, a spark flying through the air when he did. All | 
could do was sit there, smiling and laughing when appropriate. But my mind was working overtime. Should | have 
been the one apologising? It was my call after all, it was my fault. | just couldn't form the word on my tongue, 


not in front of everyone. My pride wouldn't allow it. 
But | wanted to clear the air, | wanted to so badly. 


That's why when Dave left the table, | finished my tea and murmured something to do with calling Francesca. | 
fucking *sneaked* after him, I'll never know why, | just did. 


When he stopped, | stepped into the shadows, he was talking to some roady. Handing the roady money, the 
roady handing him a little package. He doubled back and was coming right towards me. I'm taller, stronger than 


him now, and by fuck | was going to use that to my advantage. My hand flew out and caught him by the hair, 
dragged him back, further into the darkness. He was kicking, struggling. 


My gut tightened and my resolve wavered. 

Felt like the good old days. 

"What the-?" 

"Shut the fuck up." 

| sneered in his face, the sound of his voice suddenly boiled my blood. My mind had reset itself. Our eyes 
adjusted in the darkness, both telepathically trying to kill one another. But nothing more. | loosened my hold on 
his hair, swallowed away the lump in my throat. Just when | thought things were going to get better he 
punched me, right in the mouth. Shouted in my face. Pushed at my chest, talked shit, bigged himself up. And | 


allowed it, watching the man | loved pour all his hate out on me was somehow a relief. 


Then it was my turn. 


| grabbed the back of his head, to his surprise, and pulled him over to knee him in the stomach, rendering his 
body useless for a few seconds along with a hollow groan. And in those few seconds, | had him on his knees, 
his hair tight in my fist. My cock was throbbing just being in control of Dave, | had him right where | fucking 


wanted him. 
And it was right where he wanted to be. 

When | pulled myself out, there was just a moments resistance before his hot mouth engulfed me. 
"Touch yourself" 


| had growled and laughed cruelly when his hand reached for his cock | pulled him further onto my own and 


kicked his hand away, there was something behind that scowl of his. 

"Think again, Dave." 

His eyes glared, but he did as he was told and shoved a hand down the back of his jeans. It was a thrill, having 
him in front of me like that. Pretending he didn't want it just made it better for me. | watched as his hand 


moved slowly beneath the tight fabric, his winces and little moans reawakening something inside me. | pulled 


him off my cock in time for a low and carefree groan to tumble from his swollen lips. 
Oh | can still hear it. 


His jeans were yanked down just below his ass, he was pushed flush against a wall. | forced into him in one 


hard thrust and started a brutal pace right away. 

This was about payback. 

He was too loud, his pain filled groans echoed not only in my head, but backstage. Roadies, other bands, fans 
even. Anyone could have seen. Dave's hips pushing back and meeting me thrust for thrust. Taking a brutal fuck 
and still his body wanting more. See, Dave is greedy. | know his body as good as my own, and when he tensed, 
when his body shuddered, | clamped a hand harshly over his mouth. He came with a muffled howl and stood 
there panting and groaning while | finished the job. | felt my own release and bit down on his exposed neck, | 
ground down until | tasted blood and came hard inside a whimpering Dave. Then | left. | just tucked myself 
away, wiped the sweat off my forehead with trademark sweatbands and lumbered up the hall. 

| felt a spring in my step, I'd imagined it for so long. 

In the dead of night in hotel rooms, | had many a shameful wank, believe me. 


| had just satisfied myself, taught Dave a lesson and given him a good fuck. 


| should really bump into Dave more often. 


